WHO   LEADS   LABOUR?
everything possible to their alumnus.  He is a man of
terrifying maturity and superiority of intelligence.
In repose he looks unhappy and discontented. He
seems to be brooding on the perversity of fate and the
evil that is at large in the world. But an even more
striking phenomenon is his laugh. It takes hold of his
face and wrinkles his nose and forehead in a hundred
furrows while its vibrations disturb the atmosphere
over a vast radius. His pale blue eyes disappear in
the access of hilarity. About his lively sense of
humour there seems to hover a harsh and truculent
daemon. He would inspire most circles with awe. To
nervous well-wishing Socialists who have not had a
tithe of his great advantages he must present himself
as a terror. But they will tell you thats if you can
survive the initial collision and can find some sympa-
thetic subject, you will gain something from the
conversation. His humour is not really so inhuman,
and he is a storehouse of anecdote and information.
So it is said. But how can those of us who have
never even experienced the personal collision be so
sure? Upon the world he bears down like an intel-
lectual juggernaut with a rolling gait that threatens
to push all foolishness off the pavement. "The road
for you!" he seems to bawl. ''Take your chance in
the tide of traffic! Gangway for the Labour leader!"
Yet the impression is said to be as false as it is unfor-
tunate. Within he is a man of cultivation and sensi-
bility. Sarcasm and hectoring are the externals which
discompose the unfamiliar. Discretion and under-
standing are the mark of the "gentleman," though
they are not his monopoly; with this one a confidence
is reputed to be as private as the grave. In his personal